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From iht Author* s Poem, “ Numa Pimei” 

Poi UIQ2 sd fui domioado, 

P'ra mim foi sonpre um dever sagndo 
Lou^ ar a patm — nio louvci ? 

Ejj a tazia que aado dntcmdo~ 

Nunca p€«ci, nunca peosei. 
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THE DESTERRADO 


The VrcTBf 

Go slower, said I to the driver. 

And looked on the scenes I palt . 

How little I dreamed, dear hamlet. 
That I looked my laJt 1 

They dragged me out hke a felon 
In sight of aii I held dear ; 

They fell on me without mercy 
Though friends were neat 

Yea, so by Fate it was written — 

To save me not a man tried. 

All quiet He looked on — O MaSer 1 — 
Only the hills sighed 1 

Yet, as I fled, did I pluck this, 
lius twig of the mango-tree, 

That every house I come to 
It blc^t might be 



THE DESTERRADO 


The Vicmi 

Go slower, said I to the driver. 

And looked on the scenes I paSt : 

How little I dreamed, dear harnlet, 
That I looked my laSt I 

They dragged me out like a felon 
In sight of all I held dear ; 

They fell on me without mercy 
Though friends were near 

Yea, so by Fate it was written — 

To save me not a man tried, 

All quiet He looked on — O hfaSter I — 
Only the hills sighed * 

Yet, as I fled, did I pluck this, 

Ihis twig of the mango-tree, 

That every house I come to 
It blest might be 



The Destcrrado 


Via Sacra 

Whes Fate, for serving vrorthlcss folk, 
Gjvered me "With di^tace, 

And some old women Ml to crying 
At seeing my blood-Stained face, 

A voice across the forty years 
Cried out in acrcnts deep, 

Yc daught^ of Jerusalem, 

Weep not over me, but weep 

For yourselves and for your children I ” 
And nght before me Stood 

'Ibe churdiyard with each cross, the folk. 
And the cbott master good. 

Thus at the Via Sacra had 
He cned in tones beni^. 

And touched the heart of every one. 

Had touched all hearts but mine 

Nay, I had mocked him, I alone 
Of all the pious throng ; 

And, doubtless, in this wise, at iait 
Had Time avenged the wrong 1 



Fakewell 

Fabewell 1 but not as men might take it. 
For thou and I are one 
As much as flesh and blood can make it; 
And naught beneath the sun, 

TIU all my sands have run. 

Dear hamlet mine, us two shall sever — 
For ever we are one, for ever 1 
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0>j xs Old Gravz 

To many thou wert deat — 
Who now icmembers thee ? 
Only I, With many a tear. 
Only I remember thee ; 

Yea bitter tears I shed — 
Brother, when I am dead. 
Who will remember thee ? 



The Sacrifice 


The Flight 

Like a thief I slunk away. 

" Ate you leaving us ? ” 

Asked the {>alm*ttees, bending low. 

“ He’s deceiving us I ” 

Ctied the birds, We too will go,” — 
And they followed me. 

I heeded not but hung my head : 

My heart was dead in me , 

The world I loved was dead, 

The reit was naught to me — 

And like a thief I fled. 

On the way I sold the house. 

For a bagatelle 

** Judas ! Judas * ” croaked the crows, 
“ Sure to bum m hell I " 

From his grave my father rose. 

Rose and followed me 1 
I smote my brea^ my dead heart bled 
And made the sign on me . 

Strange worlds before me spread, 

Ahr world was lo§t to me — 

And hke a Cam I fled. 
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Across the Ghats 

Great hills upon great h^. jou saj. 
On every side they nsc? 

One httle hiU 'tis all I see 
O &iend, cover mnie eyes. 

And houses scattered far ^d wide 
On every hill,y.o« fyJ 

One httle house 

>Jow close mine eyes, 1 pray- 

And to and fro *= folks *=7 8°? 

One man alone I sec, 

A dead man too, he 

Dear friend, pray bury me I 

A ViMt 

Buried you’ll never be ! 
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The Vielage 

When last I passed this way, 

(How very long ago ? 

It seems hut yesterday. 

So well the faSs I know) 

Some maidens at the well 
Mernly they were singing, 

And many a temple fc«ll 
Noisily It was ringing ; 

That dog was barking fimous 
(Now It seems to pity me) 

And children faring cunous 
And saying, “ A Strange saib he I ** 

It all had seemed so sweet and funny. 

Had come as comes to children honey. 
Had come and cooled mjr fevered brain — 
Lord, be as merciful again 1 

A Voice 

Thou prayeit m vain | 
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The Peasant 

How good a thing is tod I 
Sweet after toil is bread. 

And best to plough the soil 
Ere the sun is overhead. 

As does that peasant now. . . . 
So many angels tried 
To watch at the plough. 
The heavens they opened wide. 
The man was heard to say : 

“ Another furrow, son. 

And your day’s work is done ; 
Then off you go to play, 

I will go reft a while : 

Come, one more furrow, come.” 
It made the angels smile — 

The creature It was dumb I 
I w^t in agony, 

In vain I wept, in vain ; 

They would not look on me, 
Naught cared they for my pain. 
To the good peasant then 
I turned, " O bleft of men. 

Pray let me hold the plough ; 
Sure it will do me good, 

A sweat upon roy brow ; 

Well after work comes food. 



The Sacrifice 


Acd work or food to share. 

To share it \ath another, 

Great joy it is and rare I 
Do try It, my good brother. 

And let me hold the plough." 
These words scarce had I said. 

One moment, at my brow, 

Stared he — then shrieked and fled I 
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John Clare 

None knew it, yet the moss-thatdied cot. 
To thee, was all in aU * 

I knew well, John Clare. 

The kindly lord he too knew not ; 

He put thee in a hall — 

It deepened thj despair : 

John Clare, I felt for thee 
And many a tear let fall. 

Now comes iny turo, John Qare, — 

I have nor cot nor hail : 

John Qare, pray thou for me. 

A Voice 

None will pray for thee 1 
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All Souls’ Day 

The bells toll for the dead 1 
The dead he quiet, they say. 
As quiet as bahes m bed — 
Death, take me then away : 
Ahve no peace have I, 

If dead all quiet 1*11 he. 

A Voug 

You’ll never die I 
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under the skies 



Under iht Skies 


The Forest Bird 

Bird of the forest, nov thou art free. 
Where wilt thou go ? 

Wilt thou not fly to the blue mountains 
Where cool winds blow. 

And smg to the great folk there ? 

Why should I leave the pleasant plains ? 

Content I could dwell 
In this qmet village, by the Stream, 
Temple or well. 

And smg to the small folk here. 
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S^usBURT Park • 
(Poona, India) 


Wiirs the fijft ^ 

Crossed SilisbuiT PA 

Thete was nobodf tncrc, 

But, alone m the 

Was stnginp, a lark : __ 

We two from ^ 

The bird in the sk), 

Upon the I- I 

And, Strange |op kept puy b ' 

• So oBol in iBtmnnr 
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Ucdcr the Skies 


To THE Sun 

Gooi>-iiojiNiNG, dear Sun ! 

It makes me so glad 
To see thy glad face. 

All the night I teas sad, 

But the hght of thy face 
It makes me quite glad — 

What a blessing thou art I 
Thou giveSl us loy, 

Thou giveSl us life, 

Poor worms on this earth 
For erer at strife — 

There’s naught we can give thee 
But may this, m thy praise. 
From the depths of my heart 
I send by thy rays. 

May It please thee, dear Sun 1 — 
What a blessmg thou art 1 
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BniDS ASD I 

At sunrise o’er the hiUs 
As I go a-\rhi?tling giTi 
The birds from rruoy * 

“ Good-momin e, • ‘hey say , 
ItthnIlsrocso.I.I 

Con nuke them no reply, 

But in my heart I bless them. 

At sunset I return 
A-thmkmg ^ the 
And. to the bir^ „ 

•*Good.mcht. dear birds I isiy» 

If none ofthemr^htt 
For the sleep ‘hei^^. 

Sure m their hearts they bl 



Under die Skies 


One Morn in Jolt 


One mom m July, 

In a garden all fair, 

Qmet seated was I 
Enjoymg the cool air. 

All the plants were in flower. 
With many a gay bower— 

It IS so in July — 

And all o’er tnng, tnng, img— 
So some hummmg bnds smg 
And from flower to flower ny , 
Or it was tneet, iu'ett, tneety 
Of the tailor birds sweet — 
Dear to me is their cry 1 


I had sat some time, 

Perhaps for an hour, 

With my head full of rhyme 
Of bird and of flower, 
When, I know not why. 
Tears rushed to mine eye. 
All of a sudden 
Tears rushed to nunc eye 1 
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JJow ruz Corn Grows 


Osc autumn mom 
I chanced to cross 
A Ijcld of com ; 

And there it was, 
That blessed morn. 
To sinful me 
The grace sR-as given 
On arth to sec 
The ri*a)'S of Heaven ; 
1 saw a bird. 


Ihcardasoux. 
Ne’er saw, re’er 


heard. 


1 did rqoicc. 

Yea, felt a bhss. 
Yet felt a dread 
At sight of this , 
And what 1 said 
I know not well. 
For, Strange to tcU, 
1 instantly 
Was on my knee. 


The bird saw too. 


Yet did not SUt ; 


And, “ Who ate you 
To ask me, sir ? ” 

It said, and I 
Did thus reply. 


aa 



Under tke Skies 

Grown bolder now* 

I know not how : 

“ An untaught poet 
Of trees and birds. 

Whom no man knoweth. 
And, wanting words. 

But dreams and sings 
Of simple things ” — 

Peace I all Heaven knoweth 
From Heaven come I : 

Come, simple poet.” 

And, drawing nigh, 

I he^ It say. 

That blessed day. 

To an ear of com, 

A tiny ear 

That }u5t was bom • 

“ Grow quick, my dear I 
There’s dearth and death 
On every hand. 

In every breath 
Upon this land — 

Grow quick, my dear I " 
Then was revealed 
At every eat. 

Throughout the field, 

A bird, and clear 
A voice, “ Sparc, spare I ** 
Was It my prayer 
That blessed mom 
"V^le I did cross 
The field of oam ^ 



Hic Dcstcrrado 

Pcrchincc ti vns : 

To sinful tnc 
Such gncc vns gi'i'cn— 
On earth to see 
The Ui*3p of Heaven I 



The Chilli and the Onion 


Says the dulli to the onion 
That grows nigh, 

" Ah, my neighbour, what a pity. 
When you die, 

No dear patent, brother, siiter 
Mourns your lot : 

Plucked no sooner from the garden 
Than forgot ” 

** Not preasely so,” the omon 
Mates reply ; 

** You’ll know better all about Jt 
By and by * 

Truly men do pluck me, press me. 
Cut me deep — 

Curse the cut-throats, don’t I always 
Make them weep I ” 



riie Dcsterratfo ' 


A LmxE Friend's Visit 

Good-morning, sit i — good-momiDg, smtI 
'Us I, ta'ttt [ to'ctt / — he docs not SUr I 
Arc not you — surely youVe the poet ? 

But, bless me, how was one to know it ? 

So fond of looking at the skies. 

Or sitting lone with half-shut eyes 1 
I thank you, poet ; you praise my feet. 

You praise my song, you call me sweet. 

Dear Ellen told me so yesterday ; 

Ellen's my friend, dear Ellen Gray. 

Says Ellen, “ Come, come, mother dear. 
Come sec, the httle lady's here ; 

Look, mammy, — Steady, now, dear. Steady I 
Look how she stands, luft like a lady. 

Come take my lesson, little tweet ; 

Come teach me this, my pretty Sweet/* 

Says mammy, “ Mind your l^son. Miss. 

The /ftt/e lady^ ay,--Afj / Air t 
Dear, what a cheeky bird it is I 
Do make your lesson, Ellen dear ; 

I’ll blow her up an she come near.” 

The mother’s such a nuisance— blow her ! 
But Ellen’s fcmd, I call her ^ueis; 

She calls me — don’t you know bet ? 

The bonniest lass that ever was seen — 

Why don’t you woo her ? — ** * Stop, my bird 1 
You're foolish, dear ; who ever beard 
25 



Under the Skies 


0£ such a thing, a thing hke thi 
An old man wooing a Uttle I»tiss 
Hour foohsh 1 — it will never do.* 
At this away the bird it flew ; 
"What did 1 do ? what did 1 say ^ 
At once the bird it flew away.” 
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The JfusE’s So.vg 

AIgch reading was tiresome, I found. 

And, flingmg the book to the ground, 

" Now give me," I said to the Muse, — 

“ And 1 prithee, dear Muse, don’t refuse — 
Give me somet^g that's fit to be sung. 
Pretty or funny to suit my tongue.” 

And the Muse thus began • — 

“ There’s maid Marianne, 

She’s singing and milking the cow — 

And what is there prettier now ? — 

Smg tht if you can ; 

Or look at Suzanne, 

How the crows they are dnving her mad 
Could auythmg funnier be had ? — 

Sing that if you can.” — 

And away the Muse ran. 

Herself making the song. 

Very sweet — and not long 1 


a8 



Under the Skies 


Cashews 

A siiAEL green hill, an evenfaJI, 

And, swaying upon a thom, 

A bulbul — to Its mate doth call . 

Dehghted I look on — 

How Soft and tranquil all * 

Who comes ? — ^A woman young and fair, 
A child against her hip , 

Sweet mogras round the ^ot of hair, 

A hit upon her hp — 

How sweet is all the air I 

Upon the ground the child she lays 
And plucks the cashews red • 

Some farmer’s wife, but the sun’s rays 
A glamour round her shed- — 

How bleSt mu5t be her days ! ^ 


«9 
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The Chied of Light: 

SuyfTr one by W 

They mount and shine athurait 

And &dc away; , 

Qaiet. in thn ini, *' 
ife TOila and “fit «“ 

To greet glad day I 
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Memories 


The Prophet I 

A MAN there was, had travelled wide. 
Would come and sit all day 

In our bakdo^ and tell m pnde 
Of countries fat away. 

And, if he caught mc^ as oft he did, 
Coming from Slream or hill, 

Hc*d shake his head, would shake his head 
And say, “ Do w^t you will. 

My friend, this child of yours. 

If once he leave his home. 

His home and ail he will forget. 

And only love to roam." 

Right well remember I his words. 

And how my sire he’d sigh . 

The prophet 1 were he living now, 

He’d his words a lie. 

Tve travelled far, Tve travelled wide, 

Ihe Ghats and Ganges seen. 

But e’er my vilkge hdls and Yearns 
Mo5t dear to me have been. 


33 
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The Bulbuu' Nest 

The path of life ’tjs full of thorns — 
So hard a fate is ours ; 

Yet, say, the firSt few feet is not 
The path StTcvrn all with flowers. 
Strewn all with flowers ? 

And naught that comes in after days 
The memory of the joy 

We had of each and every flower. 
Indeed, can e’er destroy, 

Can c*er destroy. 

And one such flower, among the rcSt, 
When, pait a summer shower, 

A cool breeze blows, remember I 
Each day at luncheon hour. 

At luncheon hour. 

The shower is gone, and drops of ram 
Are gli§t*amg m the sun ; 

The midday meal is also done. 

The hour bemg nearly one. 

Being nearly one 

In the haUSo there sits a man, 

A boy upon his knee * 

They watch two bulbuls build a neSt 
Upon the mango tree. 

The mango tree. 
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It Stands so small — the mango tree — 

And m the garden near. 

The buds, when hatched, wiU sure be theirs. 
The birds they love so dear. 

They love so dear. 

The boy he laughs or weeps for )oy. 

And sire and son begin 
To make a cage, a tmy cage, 

To keep the birdies in, 

The birdies m- 

Thc pifhire may, to tbee^ seem dull ; 

Not so seems it to m . 

Ah, what a world would I not give 
Agam that child to be. 

That child to be I 
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Dreams in Cuildhogd 

Dear mother, now m heaven, 

A dreamy child she thought me. 

But bless my happy childhood 
And the sweet dreams it brought me 1 

If mother woke up early. 

When birds to song are given, 

I pleaded, “ Do not wake me, 

I heat the birds m heaven.” 


36 



Memories 


To an Old Jack-Tree 

I SAW thee fade, and heard thee sigh, 

(While I lay fainting, it would seem), 

** Who cateth now how soon I die ? ” — 
Thank God, dear )ack-tree, ’twas a dream. 

Could I survive thee, jack-tree dear ? 

Nay, thou art one of many trees 
That all grow dearer year by year. 

Bringing to mmd sweet memories. 

What though of thy fruit X never ate. 

Or in thy branches never played — 

Yea, thou wert Sterile e’er and Straight — 

All day I sported in thy shade. 

And first to thee the birds would come 
And watch the cage with fowlmg teed. 
And from thyself I got the gum — 

Poor jack-tree, how I made thee bleed I 

Indeed, 1 would not have thee die ; 

And thou art tall enough to see 
The hiU where I unmoumed shall he — 

And fbou wilt surely mourn for me I 
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Spring 

All yesternight Fd dteams of the days dqnrted, 
RainbUng on the hills, a happy boy ; 

Yet somehow, somehow I was heavy-hearted, 
Felt a something secret mar my joy ; 

And this wet pillow proves that I have wept. 
Wept bitter tears ana long the while I slept. 

Among the scarlet flowers of silk cotton sattered. 
Sipping the sweet juice at their sweet will, 

In what good fellowship the Starlmgs chattered, 
Even with the crows, on vale andhiil. 

While gaily, gaily did the greenwood ring 
To songs of buds m welcome of the spnng I 

Again I seek the scenes of youth, not bounding. 
As I bounded once, but with slow tread ; 
Thete*s not a tree, nor bush not bower, surroand- 
mg 

But It wakens memories of the dead. 

Of him whose fiery yurit flung the spark, 
Kmdling the kindred soul that bums yet — lo the 
dark. 

Had God m mercy so permitted, left me 
Qioice of heaven agamSt one earth's desirc. 

In sooth bad I of the joys of heaven bereft me 
For the joy of rambling with my sire — 

With none but him whose hke I shall not see — 
Upon my native hills eternally I 
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My Garden 

In iny ^rden of love 
Very few were the flowers, 

Yet grateful was I 
To the Great Ones above. 

Hie flowers were so fair. 

But They needed a rose — 

The Great Ones above — 

In Their Mtdcn of peace. 

And rutmess They chose 
My brightest and be§t. 

I fell on my knees 

Crying distraught, “ Of Your love. 

Pray spare me the reft 1 ” 
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Spring 

Att yeStemight I’d dreams of the days dqjarted, 
KainbUng oa the hills» a hapw boy ; 

Yet somehow, somehow I was heary-hearted, 
Fdt a something secret mar my joy ; 
this wet pillow proves that I have wept, 

\V cpt bitter tears anti Jong the while I sl^a 

Among the scarlet flowers of silk cotton scattered. 
Sipping the sweet juice at thar sweet wiU, 

In what good fcUo-R'ship the SUrlmw chatter^ 
Even with the crows, on vale ana hill. 

While gaily, gaily did the greenwood ting 
To songs of Birds in wdeome of the spring ! 

Again I seek the scenes of youth, not bounding, 
As I bounded once, but with slow tread ; 
There’s not a tree, nor bush not bower,sutroaQd' 

r. 

But It wakens memones of the dead. 

Of him whose fiery flung the spark. 
Kindl i n g the hindieir soul that bums yet — ^in the 
dark. 

Had God in mercy so permitted, left me 
Choice of heaven agaioa one earth’s desire. 

In sooth tad I of the joys of heaven bereft me 
^For the joy of tamblmg with my sire — 
wth none but him whose hke I snail not see— 
Upon my native hills ctenuUy 1 
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My Garden 

In my garden of love 
Very few were the flowers, 

Yet grateful was I 
To the Great Ones above. 

The flowers were so fatr. 

But They needed a rose — 

The Great Ones above — 

In Their ^den of peace. 

And rutmess They chose 
hfy bnghteft and beft. 

I fell on my knees 

Crying distraught, “ Of Your love. 

Pray spare me the reSt ! ” 



The Dcstcrrado 

A ■wondrous "work of art, -which long 
Did sore his skill defy, 

“nil, baffled twice, he’d now resolved 
To triumph or to die ! 

So there he Stood to test its Strength : 

His little o^han boy 
With winsome fecc and light blue eyes. 
Sole pledge of -wedded joy. 


Was dmgmg to his neck— poor child — 
Unconsaous all of harm, 

The while his sire, a hght^ lont 
In hand, avi’aited calm. 


Some moments then a silence fell. 

And hushed -was every breath . . . 

The Cannon boomed — but shouts of joy 
Proclaimed them saved from death I 


Thereon a loud Te Deum rose 
In one harmonious swell, — 
The voices of the multitude 
Commingling with the belL 


And there was joy among the friats 
That helped the church to raise, 
And that brave son of Italy 
Had due reward and praise. 

4 * , . 
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And long did to gto vault attest- 
Inuamid rumsho^-- 
The Ecuius of the aiclut^ 

And Goa’s short-Uved gloty I 
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Doix Guzar-To 

Olo Dom GuzzrSo, ta fedcd frock 
Bat -Kith a haughty' bnjw', 

VTho sm^ beside the palace gate, 

A nch fidilgo but of late, 

A poor min js he uott, 

Rut Dona Clara, the vicereicc, 

A kind, kind lady is she ; 

A lady land to all, but most 
To folks of her oim couotiec, 

” Who sings ncrcsr there, Tpho plays cott 
there. 

So early m the day ? 

He sings so surcet, he pfrp so ys'cet. 

My prayers I scarce can say *’ 

" *TJs I, senbora, Dom Gcartuo, 

Your Excellency’s slave ; 

Long may Your Excellency hve 
To help the unhappy brave ! ” 

** You, Dom Gu2in3o ? — your free is 
flashed — 

I wonder what you do ; * 

You’ve spent, I fear, the three rupees 
I gave laft week to you. 

44 ■ . 
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Yet three more will I give you now 
If you wxU sing again 
The bc5t three songs of our countree. 
On glory, love and pain.” 

And Dom Guamlo he smgs the be5l 
Three songs of his countree , 

And takes his pay and goes his way — 
A poor fidalgo he I 
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The Choir ^Master 

Ne*er came Death into oar viUagc 
But It brought me grace ; 

I would join me sad procession 
To the resting-place. 

Then I heard the dear choir mailer, 
(Old was he and laniQ, 

He would chant the d/ar/wr. 
Brought me peace of mincL 

Such the peace, at every burial, 

** May he hve," said I, 

” Live to chant the ^&*rtre 
0*ei me when 3 die ! ” 

Kow that comfort ’tts denied — 
WherefoK, God knows faeSt • 

This sad day the good old master 
He was iiid to leH ^ 
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Till: Lord or Cri'-^tion 

A JiEARTT breaUaft over. 

Within myself content, 

With all the v.ot!d at peace, 

Into the ftrcct I vtent^ 

Tfie ford of acation I f 

Quiet feeding on the garbage, 
'flut m the Street there Jay, 
Were pariah dogs, with looks 
That seemed to plead and saj, 
** TIjc sJascs of CTcauon we 1 ” 

Further on, hilc their dnldrcn 
Scratched off each otliet's face. 
Two mothers swore cnotigli 
To shame the human race — 
h/iditj of creation tlicy ! 

I bit my tongue, and, crcftfall'n 
Returning the same uay, 
DtJimft I heard the dogs 
To one another say, 

” The lord of creation he 1 ” 
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Mrs. Bitch 

In the Street wbete live I there lives a Bitch ; 

I call her My sweet datliug,’* 

But folk atound call hex a spiteful witch — 

All day, they say, she's snarling. 

Hex temper, if not sweet. 

Remember my sweet darling 
Was bom with but two feet. 

Should children in the Street but run or play. 
They find her barkmg fiinous ; 

And neighbours come and curse and go their 
way — 

But neighbours are so cuaous I 
No wonder children hale 
And hearty make her funous — 

My darling hath no tail. 

But let the cunous folk thmk what they will 
And curse her in full measure ; 

She's neither bitch nor witch but ju5i a ffS, 

To me she’s quite a treasure. 

For through her, link by link. 

With jpleasure I can measure 
How low the sex can sink I 
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The Poets 

Scene. — T fr r-j/w roaJ of a ttSaie iit Goa^ jone~ 
Umt caStd Oner.iai 

{fTbc itrsti m tbt elder peet'j rreuib bate 
dehberattlj ban rtadt rrcr.otaous so « to cotjorrt 
B itb tii com narner cj Ipeahn^l^ 

Older Port. 

Tliosc lines you mentioned they arc fine. 

But these arc better — they arc mine : — 

" Two bards, the same great cemurj’ bom, 
A glorious country they adorn , 

One he’s beside me ” 

Younger Poet: 

Kind of you. 

But, sit, " beside re " \wcrc more true ; 
Kow Pivc us th’ epic, poem, or lay 
You deemed so glorious, yei^tcrdiy 
Older Poet . 

The lay is, m great men’s c^timiuon. 
Enough to malwC a reputation , 

Tis worthy to be sung, though small. 

In places like the Capitol, 

Albeit, to please a comrade dear, 
rU smg It on a road — gi%c car : 

" Whoso hath seen our glorious Goa, 

They say, he need not see Lisboa • 

Nor, r say, need he sec great Rome, — * 
All great things they’re in Goa, out home : 
Bless Albuquerque’s great memory, 

A aty as great as Rome is she.” 

** ■ 
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Yocn'Cer Poet: 

Glonaus iudeed 1 I hie to bear 
My country pnised ; Ilovtudei^ 

And uish could vrntc 

Older Poet- 

A poem hbe that ? 
Aba I and give me m for tot ? 

Kay, my, you may, I'm sure you can, 

Bot, then, you noli a& hie a man ; 

Not only be inspired. 

But get TOur heart kiir:sr»tj fired I 
Yea, you should love and help your iird. 
And wealth or health should never mind- 
That's how u rote 1 those lines of mine — 
Two sparks m cadi — humane, divine , 

And that's how, too, poor I remain — 

To hear It, fnend, will give you patm 
VofXGER Poet* 

You're ndi enough to bay me, sir. 

OujER Poet: 

Pray, never such a thing aver , 

True, God has blessed me, various ways. 
For mr good works — I grre Him praise ; 
But a mge house it leaves one poor : 

BaUd ore yourscif, sir, and make sure. 
(Oih'g cat to a fish^-^rl pjH v:tb 

a kxihtjul ef fish ) 

Stop, Marurne 1 itop, Marunre 5 . 

\rmt means thb, Marianne, my gtrl ? 

I called out twice, and you ran, tan ; 

XTcU pajd for nanung yoa a ftsrl t 
5 * * 
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Fisher-girl ; 

Yes, with such pearls you cheat poor girls 
And ne'er a pice you give nor nee. 

For months and months — you think it mcc. 

{Ttron'j d<mn some fish to the old poet and 
runs off.) 

Older Poet • 

Ungrateful girl I and every day 
My thoughts have been to make a lay 
Upon her wedding — pay her so. 

And let no man or woman know : 

Do good by Stealth — thmk it beSt ; 

“ Let not thy left hand ” — and the reSt. 
Reward muSt come or soon or late , 

If nime came late such was my fate. 

Though small sums yet to folks I owe. 

But you will help a friend, I know — 

Now, not another tit for tat I 

Younger Poet; 

I, sit ? I, I'm poor as a rat 1 
Older Poet : 

In vain have then my leftures been j 
As man, I see, you're selfish, mean ; 

As poet, however hard you Strain, 
jV(y heights you never shall attain 1 

Younger Poet ; 

I hope not I — they would make me faint; 
And who could Stand them — save a saint ^ 
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Arrex THE First Jfoxsoov Shorter 

Au- OTcihttd 2 doadv siy# 

Alone 1 winsome child puys mgh , 

A dhpd, from the topmost boapb. 

It cheers the peasint at the plough ; 

While th’ air it smelh so sweet, so sweet. 
On every sprar 
Is seen a sparrow, or a tweet, 

A-<iincmg gay ; 

Why's not my heart a^imang then ? — 
Because of ye, ye tbougbUess men ! 


H 
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Padre Jos^ J.Uree 

The pifbire above that you see 
Is of Fadte Jose Matee, 

A padre renovmcd 
In the country all round, 

As a padre can be, 

For his battered berretta, 

His tattered old cassock 
And nieces three. 

Where’er there’s the chance of a fee. 
Of good cheer, or of e’en a biree,— 
Be It a death and prayer. 

Or a church fcaft and fair, — 
There the padre you see. 

See him eating or smokmg, 

If not making the dots 
For his nieces three. 



The Dcstcrrado 


An Orx> Lesson 

A GOODET Sight it 'vi'as — 

The field of wavmg com — 
And upc enough to reap 
Upon the tnorro'w mom. 

He’d paid ibeii dues to them 
That helped the field to somt. 
And gn cn due prajse to Him 
That nude the com to gfott" , 
Had voTt'cd (not all in ^’aJn) 

To keep himself from sm. 

His cares nou' over, the com 
Would soon be garnered in 
A good man he, that mracd 
TTjc field, as all could tell ; 

Not like that heartless wretch — 
Hjs field had fared as well 1 
He could not understand. 

He could not help but gnevc, 
And sad he homewards went. 
Alas, that self-saroc eve 
A swarm of locuSls came — 

In haste they came, in haStc : 
Th<y sparca the bad man’s field 
Ann laid the good man's waSte I 
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Birds asd Nogiibours 

When I was young and went all day 
Bud's-ncitmg, oft would neighbours say, 
“ The biros will be his rum,” 

'Tis not With a^e my hairs arc gray. 

And well the birds might turn and say, 

" *Tis all his neighbours* domg.” 
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PrATOLS 


1 eixssed the morn 
VTben he bo®* 
And, kneeling do^ 
>inicrc I had 
Dxd paytbego^ 
To make him good. 


Enough, enough I 
Perfaps they laugh 

To see me smmc 

^o 

XOnt like gods be t 
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Before a Cross 

This cross, dear Jesus, Thou didst carry 
All the way to Calvary, 

And at the sipht not all were heartless — 

Some good women puied Thee ; 

A long while, for Thy love, 1 bore it, 

Yet who, who ever pitied me ? 

When dying they mocked Thee, dead they 
speared Thee — 

AU were Strangers, loit’nng mgh ; 

I’m speared ahvc and by no Strangers, 

Though faint unto death I he : 

Good Jesus, take Thy cross, good Jesus — 

Take Thy cross and let me die 1 
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The Scourging 

Etzs filled Txith tears 
The child reads on . 

“ Tbej' had Him sojurged 
Until He bled. . . . 

They placed a crotm — 

A croten of thorn 
Upon His head.” 

The sire kneels doum 
And blesses Gc^ 

Xini child seas born. 

♦ * * 

An old man prays 

Before a shnne; 

Resigned he sap, 

“ Thy teiU be done, 

Tby u'Ul. not 
A'lash in hand. 

Behold the son 1 
He’ll seiurge bis 
” Oh curse your Goo i • 
Retire, retire 1 


6o 
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CaRPE DlEil 

Enough, my heart. 

No more will I obey thee ; 

We two shall part 
Lc5t I in cold blood slay thee 

What mean these dreams ^ 

The end is sure disaster , 

The best, wc'sccms. 

Is reason, for a master 

rU take the plough, 

And take no thought of morrow ; 

So part wc now — 

Away with dreams and sorrow 1 

Says poor dear heart, 

*' Obey or disobey me, 

I cannot part , 

Come, then, in cold blood slay me I 
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Akothes. Hour 

Akotiier hour. Gray Eyes, 

Aad then fireucll 
A smJe from thee once, Gray Eyes, 
Could raise me to the shes , 

Could tongue notr tell 
How crushed my poor heart hes ? 
Who crushed it, cruel Gray Eyes ^ — 
Yet fare thee well 1 
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Last Words 

I Ail Sony, Gray Eyes, 
We’ll meet not again. 
And thy tears and sighs 
(Be itiJu, O my heart 1) 

Arc m vain, all m vain — 
For never. Gray Eyes, 

Will I see thee again 1 
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BUTTERFUES 


Beatjtifue butterflies 
All flutt’nng so gay, 

And I feasting mme eyes 
As loyful as they 1 
Till you came on 
You haunting Gray 
You came in between 
And chased them away, 
Mv poor butterflies 

You chased to aygy. 

Oh you cruel Gray Ey« 
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Kate 

We might have wed, sweet Kate and I, 
And hved and died together ; 

Had not our love it made us shf. 

We might have wed, sweet Kate and I ; 
In vain now lone I sit and sigh 
All through the wintry weather 
We might have wed, sweet Kate and I, 
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Mr Lovx 

Hf— 'My love’s a pcasaor girl. 

Yet full of queenly grace : 

When first I came across her 
She vras a-making hay. 

And round her pretty face 
Was tied a kerchief ^y. 

Siv ' — ^My love’s a high-born lad, 

Buf tnth a J^dly heart ; 

Would that I ne’er had seen lum { 
I knoxe his folk upbraid 
And say, “ A fool thou an 
To vred a peasant maid.” 

Hf — This mom 1 passed her hut . 

She turned her head airay ; 

And near by, from a jach-trer. 

The bird that loveth me 
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Faue Love 

Too late in life came Love my vny — 

“ You never >vished to meet me I " 

She 'whispered soft, “ though every day 
You read of me and every mght 
You dreamed, till now your hairs are white/* — 
“ Yea, feanng you might cheat me/* 

At this so s-weet the fair one smiled, 

At once said I, “ Forgive me 1 ” 

A child at heart I was beguiled — 

Her smile was mine undomg — racthought. 
Though hard against it reason fought. 

Maybe she’ll not deceive me 

And through the garden 'we two went, 
Plucking the roses gaily , 

StUl somethmg said, “ You’ll yet lament , " 
And tight enough (as I did feat) 

The false one left me soon — and here 
Am I, lamentmg daily. 



The Destetrado 


When Somebody Loved Me 

When somebodv loved me 

The ’tvorld v,-as all fur. 

And I felt no are: 

How cay the buds sung. 

Sow St the bells rung. 

Bidding folks to P«> , 

men somebody U«lm= I 

Now that nobody Iotk me 
The world it « . 
And I live without cheer 
AU sad the 

Mdthc church bcUs^o 

Like a dirge to nunc car. 

Now th« nobody lores me I 
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VcNTrt; Aooma*s 

B ven of Ikihlchcm, 

W'c'rc chiUrcn from the ToundUn^ Home 
Oimc jovful to adore Thee : 

Gifts VC lu\c none, but take our hearts, — 
kke U) our beans before Thee. 

Babe of Ceihlchem, 

VTc held a lantern m the lUtk 
And cried, “ tkhold the Star 1 
Cen't let us haiten, as they did,— * 

Tlic V.tn;i*s tlut came from far." 

Babe of Bethlehem, 
find Thee, lo, m a txwr shed, 

^ CTltey found us on the fttcct) 

<Yct art Thou Itanjnr, so arc tsx,— - 
And Vtts Thy'httic feet. 
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Tiie Makgo 

Tiie child would none but the heft man^n. 
Was juicjr both and sweet ; 

The beggar bought the fruit, and smiled 
To sec his dear son cat : 

I wished I were that happy child 
Eating the mango sween 

The father watched him cat the mango. 

His face aglow wuth love ; 

Then wiped the mouth of his dear boy. 
And thanked the gods above : 

Sweeter, I thought, the father’s joy 
Dnn^g that cup of love. 
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And stood "With dovncaSl looks and sad. 

‘T’sJfas more than I could bear : 

Their sadness smote me, “ Yea, throu^ Stones 
At others an you date I ” 

I sate a wWle, a restless gucSt, 

And looked upon the scene : 

By the shed Stood two wdd fig trees. 

One side a patch of green ; 

Behind, a hill where cattle grazed — 

And thoughts of Abraham 
Came to my mind, and to my heart 
A sense of blessed calm ! 
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My Friends 

My fnends are mote than I can tell ; 

I give here only three. 

The iirft he blows the bugle well, 

A bugle master he. 

I meet him each and every day 
Where they the bugles blow ; 

He btmgs his child and makes him say. 

Big saib, how far you go ? ” 

The child, now comely to my mmd. 

Was othermse before ; 

And somehow day by day, I find, 

I like the urchin more. 

Anothet fnend, and very dear, 

With a tray large and round, 

He sits and sweetmeats sells, aneat 
Saint Maty’s Church compound. 

With laddoos for my child, one day. 

After me did he run ; 

I took the laddoos .^ — naught did pay, 
Rememb’rmg Mary*s Son 

The third of fnends (you’ll scarce beheve) 
Though lame 1 love him beSl ; 

Nay, should he fad to come one eve, 
hly heart it hath no re^t. 


8i 
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On Re-keading Burns 
(By the Charlotte Lake, ifatheian, India) 

Tis vrell they know not luSt of pelf or fame 
Who dwell m yonder peaceful glen. 

Fat from the wicked haunts of men , 

And well for Scotland’s glory and her name 
Had been, and for thy weal and peace of mind. 
Thou pride and shame at once of human kind. 
An thou hadft shunned the tempting, fateful 
glare 

That lured thee from the bonny banks of Ayr I 
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A Morking Ramble 

What would you, heart ? 

If on our way a bird but chirped, 

With eyes all opened wide 
You Slopped to hear — and cned. 

If on our way a bird but diirpcd : 
Dear heart, poor heart. 

You’re never sausSed. 

What would you, heart ? 

When on our face the fresh air blew. 
You hked it well, and tried 
To rest content — and sighed, 

When on our face the fresh air blew • 
Dear heart, poor heart. 

You’re never satisfied. 

How Strange you are 1 
When a sweet hme the woman gave 
Saying, “ Take this for your child,” 
You smiled (you had not smiled) 
When a sweet hme the woman gave : 
Yea, you were satisfied — 

Alas, I It was that sighed 1 
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The Hymn 

As we three left the village 
We heard some children smg 
A hymn to Blessed Mary 
And the small church beU ring. 
" Stay, ^y, Stay but a while,” 
My heart said with a smile ; 
But Fate she would not Stay, 
And dragged us both away. 

Praise be to Blessed ]^^ary ! 
Across the hills and seas 
The hymn it followed us ; 

And now, on every breeze. 

My heart and I can hear 
Its cadence juSt as clear ; 

We laugh at Fate and say, 

" Come drag the hymn away,” 
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To A Beata * 

I wouij) thou took*5l some other ; 
"Hs hard on me, and every day ; 
little thou know^t the sight of thee. 
Poor Beata, how it tortures me ! 

Thy life is all a wmter drear — 

From day to day, from year to year, 

*Tis one dull tound of tod and prayer , 
Thy mother dead, he rnll not heed. 

Thy greedy sire, e'en if thou bleed : 
How hard a fate, and thou so fair ' 

Thy sins confessed, I saw thee pale 
And trembling all put down thy veil , 
anguis'ntrrviSi'ttsrfe’iore 
Thy bosom I — ab, temptation sore. 

And alf around an ana wa^. 

Yet that one draught thou wdt not taSe, 
Though tfuiity unto death thou be ; 

So dear to thee thy ^irgm vows. 

And dear the honour of thy house, ^ 

And better death than Infamy I 

Next week thy brother btmgs a bnde. 

To a house that well hath kept us pnde — 
Oh, at what co5t to thee who cares ? 

That wretch with sanSImomous airs ? 

la Go* «rt»oi 'weU-to-iJo fmuScs keep * belt* (wusvri 
[btet) oa tiie pif * that oibersrae *1* boose ctoe> aot ptos{iefi 
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And thou cmSt give her welcome, nay. 
With words will break thy heart to say. 
Thyself muSt show the bridii bed. 

The bed where tbou shalt never he 
For thy prayers to the Mogt High — 
Ai, better, better thou wert dead 1 
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A WiTJ) Flo-wer 

QmTE an hour 
I was looking at it— 
The range of bare hihs 
But thiiJLing of Hun, 
Quite an hour. 

All the while 
It was looking at me— 
The tiny wild 
Was It thinking ot rum. 
All that while? 

With a smile 
Our eyes met ; 

I left thmking of Hun : 

WasHelookmgat usi' 

I think of It yet, 

I thmk of It yet‘ 
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The Old Man op Pirene 

Bt the fountain of Pirene 
There -was an old man praymg ; 

Night and day, and on his knees. 

For ever he was saying, 

“ For my sake, forgive them. Lord — 

They know not what they do.” 

White his beard and long, so long. 

Was on the green grass growmg , 

As the fountain so his teats 
For ever they were flowmg. 

There no beaSt, however wild. 

Would gio\sl, no bird would sing , 

Quiet they quenched their thirSt and seemed 
To say, “ What a sad thmg 1 " 

When ahve, oft went 1 there. 

And could not help but pray ; 

Donkeys, too, they had been seen 
To ^ecl beside and bray. 

From my grave I hear him now. 

Can hear the same sad call ; 

Friends, for mercy, let him know 
’Tis usdess, usdess all I 
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Robi?j Rhobruast 


I KKOV not, birdie, 
Xvliat bkc thou art ; 
The poets ail praise thee 
And touch my heart. 


And never shall « 
So tame and good ; 
VTith leaves, too,cove^ 

The babes m the vood. 


Have patience, old man, 
God bears thypnycr; 

The bird viU greet thee, , 

' The first thing tbtn i 
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The Song 

There’s a song in my heart enshrined. 
Should ever my bps fat words find, 

Ail the nations would, for ail time. 

Abide by that song subbme. 

And man unto man would be 
As m heaven they yearn to see. 

Ev’ry night, when the nights ate long, 

I dream that I sing this song. 

And see all ye, dear brotliers mine. 

Listen rapt to the words divme. 

Till there pass a thrill through the spheres — 
When ye tremble, and burst into- teats 1 
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SOME PRESS OPINIONS 
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tjc aaihot^t naecoce o a IngnMe mec ttsoored fact ta tr*ii t> 
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CESJcd bj-farren cf poetry " — 

“ He a esseettaRy a port of hi* hoPteUad, PortBgws: fafa, whose 
la ndsca pe, haiiis arid seoaEoct he Eraas teith oceirscsg haad."— 
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